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NEW yYorRK CHICAGO TORONTO 


FEEL that too often music is not presented to 

| the child in an interesting way. A vine will cling 

to the wall when once it gets a start; so the 

\ young mind will love music if interest is awakened in 
the early years. 


These stories have been written to help develop the 
understanding of music and may prove useful to some 
teacher, mother or older sister unto whose care the musical 
education of the little one is entrusted. 


As the sunshine and the brooks, the flowers and the 
birds, make us glad, so will music if we learn to listen 
to the wonderful stories that it tells. 
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grey castle is all alight to-night. Its great halls and vaulted rooms 

are gay with a brilliant throng of Knights and Ladies clad in 
brocaded satins, and wearing powdered wigs. They are dancing the minuet, 
treading the measure with stately steps, while their graceful bows and 
sweeping curtsies fill us with delight, so that we wish we might keep 
them with us always, with their quaint costumes and courtly manners. 


@ LOSE your eyes and come with me to Long-ago Land. The old 


We are loath to open our eyes. for we know the dream will vanish, and with 
it these gentle people and the dear old castle of long ago. 


Allegro vivace 
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decided to fly to earth and see what was going on. Off they started 

: in a merry whirl, knocking and pushing against each other at a 
furious rate. At last they reached old Mother Earth and there they settled 
for a little rest. Soon North Wind began to blow. He tossed the snow- 
flakes here and there, up and down, backward and forward and all around 
until they were worn out. Then he, too, grew tired and went to rest. Then 
Mr. Sun came out and all the snow-flakes began to cry. They asked him 
to take them back to their home in the sky, for, they said: "‘Mr. North 
Wind has whirled us about far more than we like.” So kind Mr. Sun 
continued to smile upon them, and drew them all up with him into the sky 


where they will live until Jack Frost shall again set them to dancing. 
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: | ‘IHE SNOW-FLAKES were tired of their home in the sky, so they 
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lovely time at the picnic. Little Girl sat on the steps of the porch 

looking out on the sun-kissed world and longing to go with her 
playmates. But she thought of her patient mother toiling all day, and she 
knew that if she stayed at home baby would be happy with her and Mother 
could work more easily, So Little Girl sat dreaming wistfully of the fun, 
rocking the baby all the time in her faithful little arms, 


| T WAS a beautiful day and the children would be sure to have a 
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their beds, the night watchman prowls through the streets. He 

E carries a lantern and a staff for he must spy into the corners. 

When the winds blow, the spirit of the night wails forth. He stops a 

moment to listen, then continues his journey singing softly, ‘All is well,” as 
he goes along, for why should he be afraid, he is big and strong. 


| N THE darkness of the night when the children are all tucked in 
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F YOU follow a narrow path up a certain mountain you will find 
that it will lead you into a field. Beneath a tree, sheltered from 
sunshine and storm, sits a lad. He seems not to see you as you 

approach, so interested is he in what he is doing. Day after day, month 
in and month out, he plays his flute while his charges, the gentle sheep, 
are nibbling the grass about him. Sometimes his tune is a merry one and 
it seems to chase the shadows on the mountains in an ecstasy of song. 
Then the minor mood comes over him and you can hear in his playing 
the cry of some captive bird as it pleads to be set free. Again he changes 
the tune and you fancy yourself beside some babbling brook, watching the 
butterflies and the bees as they flit from leaf to leaf. 


Dear Shepherd Boy, with your blue jeans and your shock of golden 
curls peeping out from under your old straw hat, how we love your music, 
as do also, I am sure, the wee lambs and the old mother sheep. 
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birdies that were swinging in the tree tops, had been flitting and 

hopping around all day in search of food: many worms had she 
dropped into their hungry little mouths. Now the sun was setting. Mr. 
Wind began to blow his horn in loud and boisterous tones. The birdies 
cried “Peep, peep.” and Mother Bird was quick to hear the ¢all of her little 
ones. Home she flew and soon the feathery mites were quiet beneath 
her wings. Mr. Wind, too, had gone to sleep and all the world was hushed 
and still. 


| T HAD been very hot, but Mother Bird, for the sake of her wee 
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Andantino grazioso 


See Mr. and Mrs. Robin 


HE MONTH is May.. The valley is astir. 


ai 


house-hunting in the orchard, while Mr. Bull Frog in the pool 


teaches swimming to all the little tadpoles. The modest violets are 


hiding in the grass, while the pine trees stand as sentinels on the hills. 


The happy marigolds nod a friendly welcome to the blue bird. Every little 


Mother Nature is awake! 


leaf feels new life coursing through its veins. 


Spring has come! 
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E-SAT by the ocean and watched the mighty waves as they rolled 
in in never-ceasing motion. The sky had been bright and blue, but 
now storm-clouds were gathering. In the distance could be seen a 

ship. How tiny it looked, tossed to and fro on the waves. Loud blew ( 
the wind. More furious grew the waters as they hurled themselves against 

the vessel. But the boat rode on in the teeth of the gale. At last the 
Storm King exhausted his fury, and the ocean, once a howling monster, 
brew as calm as a summer's night. And as we looked, we saw that the little 

icraft was steering a straight course into the safety of the harbor. 
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Quieto e dolce 


The gentle winds bear 


KNOW a little lake where tiny boats glide. 


splashes off a log. The grasses on the bank seem to kiss the water and the 


them along on the shining water while the silent fish dart here and 
there over the pebbly bottom. Once in a while an old blinking frog 


In this 


enchanted spot you forget the busy world and know that there is a fairy-land. 


bushes bend low to greet you as you float upon the dancing waves. 
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throwing her mantle over the earth and watched the lamp-lighter 

as he goes his rounds? One light after another pops out at his 
command and throws its friendly gleam on the passer-by. Then, as it grows 
darker, you look up into the sky and see the star-lamps above you flash into 
brightness. Each tiny light sparkles in the azure depths of the sky. The 
Lady Moon, too, is looking down on old Mother Earth. While you watch, 
the Sandman passes and throws his sleepy powder into your eyes. So you 
climb into Sleepy Town Ship and sail through the Milky Way, watch the 
Great and Little Bear frolic together, throw a crumb to the Dog Star, take 
a drink from the Dipper and wave your hand to Orion as you float by. Do 
you not love the Lamp-lighter time and the Dream-ship that carries you tg 
the starry sky above? 


| | AVE YOU ever stood by the window at twilight when darkness was 
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SAD s~,. WHEN DAISIES SLEEP 


Albert Kiissner 
Andante espresstvo 
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daisies are quietly resting in the meadows among the clover and 

buttercups. A gentle breeze rocks them to and fro, and a moth 
flies by and rests a moment upon their white petals, then continues his 
Journey in the moonlight. Sleep on, little daisies, until his lordship, the Sun, 
wakens you from your slumbers. 


i T NIGHT when the winds are still and the hoot owl is calling, the 
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Allegretto ben moderato 


Now they are clapping Snap-dragon’s * 


time they are having and what pranks they are playing upon solemn 


HE LITTLE elfmen are frolicking down in the glen. What a merry 
old “Jack in the Pulpit.” 


a 


cheeks to see him make funny faces, and ringing the ‘*blue bells” to waken 


the fairies from their slumbers. 


of their gau 


Off they go again and we catch the glimmer 


What 


zy wings as they fly in and out among the tall grasses. 


fun to be a happy little elfman! 


asleep under a tree by the side of a stream. He wakened him 

gently, for he was a kind old fellow, and asked him if he would 
like to take a™Pig-a-back Ride” to the land of ‘Make Believe’ where the 
Brownies live. Little Boy rubbed his sleepy eyes and said that he would 
love to go. So Old Giant lifted him up on his broad back and started off. 
The earth trembled and even the mountains shook at each step that Old 
Giant took, for he was so heavy. They passed valleys and rivers, and at last 
they came to a cave in the side of a mountain into: which they vanished and 
there they may be still, for all I know, playing with the Brownies. 


f S OLD GIANT was taking a walk one day, he spied Little Boy 
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HE GENTLE summer breezes, laden with the perfume of honey- 


suckle and the scent of new mown hay, blow in through the open 
lattice window and kiss the pink cheeks of a maiden who, with her 


7 


foot upon the treadle and the distaff in her hand, happily hums a merry 


tune to the whir, whir of the old spinning wheel. 
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green door a great oak tree cast its friendly shade. Twilight had 

come. In the distance could be heard the tinkle of the cow-bells as 
the patient creatures wended their homeward way. The little birds were 
giving their last faint twitter before putting their heads beneath their wings. 
Softly I stole up the steps and looked in at the half open door. The fire 
burned on the hearth while the tea-kettle sang a merry tune. A mother sat 
by a cradle in which a wee bit of a baby was lying. Her foot on the rocker, 
she moved the cradle to and fro over the uneven boards, the while she 
hummed a gentle lullaby. When the little one stirred the singing grew 
louder. Finally baby was safe in Dreamland and slowly, slowly, the cradle 
ceased its motion, for the tired mother, too, after her day of toil had dropped 
off to sleep. 


: | HE LITTLE white house was nestled beneath the hill. Before its 
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throw strange, fitful shadows about your room, the kind that you 

: will love, for they'll make you dream of fairies and sugar plum trees 

and woolly dogs that bark. The wind blows cold but you are warm and safe 

in your cosy bed. The stars are very bright to-night and I am wondering if 

they, too, have candles shining in them to light other little boys through 
slumberland. 


, LEEP Little Curly Head, while I light you through Dreamland. I'll 
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ing rays of the setting sun but dimly light the organ loft where can 

be seen an old man clad in brown and bent with the weight of 
years. He is softly playing and dreaming of days that are no more. 
Suddenly there floats upon the darkness a melody so wonderful, so beautiful, 
that we forget all save the music. It tells of humming bees and murmuring 
winds, of singing birds and velvety green meadows where the little white 
lambs love to frolic. At last the music ceases and we waken from our dream 
and steal softly out into the night. 


; | HE LITTLE church has long nestled beneath the ivy. The slant- 
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\AR OUT on the coast can be seen a lighthouse. The waves dash 
high against its rocks and the sea-gulls rest their weary wings 
beneath the shelter of its roof. The keeper of this beacon-light is 

an old man with hoary hair and storm-tanned skin. His daughter, a nut- 
brown maid with eyes of blue, lives with him. When Darkness has thrown 
her mantle over the earth and sea, and the beacon light is warning mariners 
that danger lurks ahead, a song can be heard, borne by the wind far out over 
the waves into the night The maid of the lighthouse is singing to the sea 


the melody of her home land. 
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ITTLE gray squirrels with your bright beady eyes,.I love to watch 


You spring from tree to tree; then down the trunk you 


run to scamper over the grass, stopping once in a while to burrow 


you play. 


ss 


your noses into the ground or under the leaves, hoping that you will find a 


hidden nut; then off again to play tag, or is it **catch me,” 


hurry so? 


that makes you 


< 
<f ‘Si 
- ww YW 
(LIN iy 
y 3 SL Ny SL. ie re 
fF ee SS Ny) ~ y AVES ge 
> 2S a OS eT Wi 
r, eee N & aT yy ae LS . } ~ 
ANRE (ARIMA CRT |Z 
; rh LRN ae BINA 
ea Hag BES) p on Pas _ 
y nh PP bok % = 
aaa \ y, fil Ws ‘ 
Ya ‘tee <9) y iA = Y ak U \ 
Ea py We ye 4 7 % 
> Pe » 
o Re CO AEN A 
re : ) S Ss : 
oi: "ea alli) My. 
“eG ¢ DR BP ol” 
oe = 
d, “ng “Oars — ; 
~ Ia g 


SKA Ay 
ea eee AWE f 
Fes RAS Nan 
v a 


a Pros 
Sle BSS iS L ¥ 
Li® XY Bee s a mS Nee 


2@LITTLE ROMANCE #_. 


= ee 


Robert Schumann 


Non allegro 


with dew because the fairies were coming. They were coming to 

have a dance on the lawn. so the fire-flies and the glow-worms had 
trimmed their lamps. Miss Bouncing Bet in dainty pink, and Marigold in 
yellow. stood waiting and whispering together. The silver moon lay like a 
cradle in the sky. At last down the path came the Little People. They 
walked in measured tread to the music of the Frog orchestra, and as they 
walked they bowed first to the right and then to the left. Softly we stole 
out to watch them revel in the moonbeams. Dear Little People, they frolicked 
on until the first gray streak of dawn warned them of the approaching day. 
Then off they flew and we saw them no more. 


| T WAS a night in June, and every little flower had filled its cup 
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can be heard as the high-bred creatures bound forward, going over 
L fence, through field, qver brook and through brier, eager for the 
chase. The timid rabbit hidesfbehind a tree until the cavalcade passes, then 
peeps out from his place of shelter and wonders if he’is safe. On they go— 
dogs, horses and riders—untfl the shades of night begin to fall: then, once 
more we hear in the distance the sound of the bugle and the horses’ hoofs. 
We know that the merry perty is returning from the hunt, for, hark, how 
triumphantly the bugle ringp! 


| | ARK to the bugle! All are off for a hunt The feet of the horses 
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Robert Schumann 


Moderato 


* UI 


gun his work. The maples have changed their 


pretty green dresses for raiment of yellow and gold. Master 


The cows stand” 


Sguirrel is busily hiding away his winter store. 


ACK FROST has be 
huddled together waiting to be milked Katy Did and Katy Didn't are 


wo 


The bright red apples are packed in barrels, and each day 


deep in argument. 


The girls and boys are playing ‘‘Hide 


and Seek” among the corn stalks, while the farmers are threshing the grain 


Mr. Wind frolics with the little leaves. 


How crisp is the air and how we love the feeling of it on our cheeks! And 


what fun it is to rustle with our feet through the fallen leaves! 
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Far away we hear the 


On they go, fainter and slower grows the music, 


SOLDIERS’ MARCH 
Robert Schumann 
one, two, three, four—they are playing so lively a tune. 


one in a fine blue suit with brass buttons. 


HOULDERS straight, eyes this way. Here come the soldiers, each 
music— 


> 


first the sounds come softly to us, then nearer and nearer until at last in the 
straight lines before us the soldier boys are marching. Three cheers! We 


shout as they pass us. 
until at last it dies away and we hear it no more. 


AG Jf THE HAPPY FARMERS, 
e623 


S288 =< J RETURNING FROM WORK 


Aa sa Robert Schumann 


. + 'HE BIRDS have returned from their winter in the South. Each 
| day the sun seems to grow more friendly. As I look out of my 

___ window, | can see a kindly old\man, with a long white beard, work- 

ing in the field. He is dressed in overaNs and a blue shirt and around his 
neck is a red bandana. Good horse Jack i& harnessed to the plow and as he 
and his master go to and fro over the furrews the old man sings a merry 
g. He loves the air and the sunshine\ the flowers and the birds. 
old black crow sits on a nearby fence and says in his bird 
language, *‘Soon\I shall come for the feast of corm that you will spread for 
me”—So the Jolly Farmer works from morning until Right and when evening 

_-—— tomes he enjoys his well-earned rest. 
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